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of her father's Pageant was at stake, it poured forth from her
voice, her hair, her shoulders, her bosom, like undalant music.
uYours to command. -Miss Geard."1 said Tun: Barter, Gloating
over her with a drugged, fatuous smile. "She's the most beau-
tiful tiling Fve ever seen in my whole life/* he thought
"Run down the field, then, Mr. Barter, for mercy's sake, and
stop those policemen! Talk to their sergeant if he's there. Talk
to any of them. Tell them these people are friends of tfce Mayor,
and that it's all right."
Barter didn't hesitate for a second. His face changed, however.
Action always steadied him. cTm off!" he cried and disappeared
from the tent.
John and the Bishop and Lancelot du Lac and a group of pretty
pages with bare legs and tumbled curls watched the process of
events from the tent entrance. Edward Athling from the other
tent had already saved the situation as far as the Pageant was
concerned, for he had himself carried out upon the grassy stage
the Arthurian flag, "the Dragon of the great Pendragonship,"
towards wrhich, as he planted it in the earth, a group of his com-
panions lifted their glittering sword-points in a reverential salute.
Then leaving the flag there, midway between the two tents, he
had withdrawn his followers from view. Thus from the embla-
zoned folds of the royal standard of Romanized Britain, the
golden Dragon looked forth towards the black heraldic Lions
upon one tent and the Sacred Symbols of Saint Joseph upon the
other. The spectators had now something to hold their attention.
John suddenly resolved that they should have something else,
and he gave a signal to the pages, who were scraping at the
golden thrones with their nails to see how deep the gilding
went, to carry them out and place them on the left of the
Dragon Ensign. Meanwhile he watched with trembling interest
Barter's encounter with the Taunton police. He could see his
friend talking eagerly and earnestly to the sergeant in com-
mand, but he could also see the straggling procession of nonde-
scripts from the town pouring constantly over the hedge and
towards their leader's banners that now seemed to be remaining
stationary side by side with the no longer protesting occupants
of the front seats.